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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
WAR SKETCHES 

RETURN TO THE FRONT 

Sleek cats in sunny doorways . . . 

He held the picture in his weary brain 
That he might ease his misery and pain, 
Forget the swaying lorry and the rain. 

The dark was kind at any rate, and yet 

It pressed against his eyes. His feet were wet. 

He wished that he could light a cigarette. 

Sleek cats in sunny doorways . . . 

He moved ; the water ran along his skin ; 

He wiped the drops that gathered on his chin. 

The road grew rougher and more rain leaked in. 



ON THE AMBULANCE 

". . . The upper stretcher on the left-hand side, 
I mean. Something felt queer behind my back. 
Here, take my pocket light." 

"You needn't stop. 
I'll look. . . . He's dead." 
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Robert Redfield, Jr. 

"I thought so. I shan't stop. 
Dawn must be nearly here — the star-shells bloom 
More palely on the sky. He must have died 
Just now. . . ." 

"I never saw so many stars." 



IN MOULINS WOOD 

I walk alone through a desolation where the stripped and 
beaten trees are mute, having forgot to pray. 

Over the shell-holes, torn mouths of clay, hangs the smell 
of gas, like that of rotting pears. 

Silence everywhere — save above, where the shells pass whin- 
ing on invisible grooves. Surely someone is drawing 
heated irons across the sky. 

A fearful place to walk with Solitude ; my nerves ache. Are 
all men dead but me, or is this Death by my side? 

Robert Redfield, Jr. 
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